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Toe Il is a Movement of people who seck to 
build friendships, and offer service, across the 
barriers that usually divide us from one an- 
other, The basic unit is a group - at best a good 
cross-section of the local neighbourhood - 
which meets together regularly, and secks to 
serve the community around it. 

Toe H was founded in 1915 by the Revd 

PB ‘Tubby’ Clayton, and since then has been 
providing opportunities for people to test the 


Christian wav by practical experiment. 


All members pledge themselves to try: 


To welcome all in friendship and lessen by 
habit of thought, word and deed the 
prejudices which separate people. 


To give personal service. 


To find their own convictions while 
listening with respect to the views of 


others. 


To acknowledge the spiritual nature of 
man and to test the Christian way by 
tying it. 


This magazine is a forum for ideas about 

Toc H and about the world, as well as a 
record of Toc H service. Its title derives from 
the third of these Four Points. Letters, articles 
and news items are welcomed and should be 
addressed to The Editor, Point three, at the 


address below. 


Opinions expressed (including the editorial) are 
those of the individual contributors and not 
necessarily those of the Toc H Movement, 


Point three is available from Toc H HO. 
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Any contribution towards the high cost of 
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Keep Right On To The End 0: “ne Road... 


‘And dearer yet the brotherhood that binds the brave of all the earth 
‘Ana dt 


= re rat I was invited 

- 80th birthday celebrations, ed to talk 

X South Yorkshire District’s birthday party for 
0 eighty-year-olds in Sheffield in October. Over 100 people 

cd for lunch, in an atmosphere that was warm and 


DE rian had written a poem for t 
convivial. One octogenarian p he occa- 


can, while another gave a glowing vote of thanks and spoke 
of the iovs that freedom had given to lives whose youth had 


been blighted by the effects of two world wars. 


Most ebullient of the guests was 101-year-old Frank Sellers 
from Sheffield, a widower who still lives in his own home. 
Frank was 21 when he first went to Talbot House, soon after 
it opened in December 1915. He remembers the time vividly 
because his 21st birthday had been marked by a shrapnel 
wound to his leg, and he told me how the piece of embedded 
metal had been his only birthday present! Frank was a mem- 
ber of the 7th Battery of the 3rd West Riding Brigade, and 
told me that there was tremendous enthusiasm for going to 
‘Tubby Clayton's'. He described the building with great accu- 
racy and spoke of the frustration of the men when the build- 
ing was out of bounds while they were On active duty. He 
remembered visiting the soldiers” club on several occasions and 
eating egg and chips, washed down with black coffee. The 7th 
Battery were later in the thick of the fighting at Passchendaele 
in 1917. Over 14,000 men who fell in the battle are buried at 


Tyne Cot Cemetery. 


As part of ou 
about Toc H 


There were some extraordinary coincidences at that birthday 
party. I spoke to Len Jackson, who showed me his photos of 
Talbot House, dating from the 1940s. His brother was buried 
at Dunkirk in 1940 and Len had gone to Talbot House in 1945 
to seek help in finding his grave. The visit had been a focal 
point in his life and it had enabled him to have a subsequent 
photo taken of himself, together with his mother, standing by 
the grave. There was a much-mended, crumpled letter from 
Talbot House, telling him where he could locate the grave. 


Later, I was talking with Walter Saunderson and he explained 
how he had suddenly realised that he was sitting at the same 
table as Alfred Titterton. They had last seen each other at 
Glencourse Barracks when they wcre training with the Royal 
Scots in 1940. They had been called up on the same day. At 
that point Len interrupted, in order to say goodbye to me. 
Walter peered at him with interest and said, ‘You were in my 
class at Springfield School! Didn't you live in Monmouth Street?’ 
Len had, and there ensued some lively banter about them both 
hking the same girl, Bertha, at Y a 65 years ago. They 
didn't even seem surprised - it was one of those days. 


These are Just some of the reasons that the afternoon was an 
overwhelming success. A talented entertainer, Jim 
MeWilliams, added to the charged atmosphere by singing 
some favourite songs; finishing with several dating from the 
Great War. It was an emotional experience to see all the 
expressive faces, as the euests Joined in, and we shared mixed 
feelings of sadness and Haines as we accompanied the final 
song, Keep right on to the end of the road, which had been writ- 
ten by a father to his lost son, killed in action in Flanders. 


Ruth Boyd 
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verwhelmed by the prob- 
lexities of modern liv- 
affect our own specific 
ecome SO OVET- 


t is all too easy to become o 
Jems that arise out of the comp 
ing. especially as these so often 
areas of interest and work. Sometimes we beco: a 
whelmed that we can no longer see the good things tha ; 
are already there; already begun. We become SO obsesse 
with the problem that we can no longer find a aNg 
The danger is that we begin to believe that there is no 
solution. 


By working together we may not halve the problem but we 
can certainly improve the prospect of discovering an 
appropriate solution. 


In Toc H we talk of the journey of discovery on which each 
person is embarked. We don't pretend to have the answers 
to the great problems that face us in this world of ours - 
often we don't even know the right questions. But we do 
know that the only real solutions to human problems, espe- 
cially where there is division and confrontation, are to be 
found through people working, playing and being together. 


Some may find this view simplistic, perhaps naive, but in 
essence such a strategy focuses not simply on the problem, 
but also on the potential source of the solution - harmony 
and reconciliation. 


Throughout this century, and particularly over the last 50 
years, we have created in this country a culture of depen- 
dency rather than one of interdependency. There has been 


much talk of the latter, but the reality has turned out very 
differently. 


The establishment and development of the welfare state is 
often cited as being a major contributor to this situation. 
There may be some substance to this, but it would be 


entirely wrong to apportion all the blame, if blame there 
be, solely in this direction. 


Apportioning Blame 


It is an intriguing human trait that, when things go wrong 
or not to our liking, we have to find something or someone 
to blame. All too often this same narrow, one-track think- 
ing is applied to the solutions we offer. We are in effect 
vicwing situations through our own perceptions of what we 
think is appropriate, or not. Our thinking is, accordingly, 
too often influenced by our own prejudices. Suchan 
approach leads us to produce stereotyped responses to 
human problems and a failurc to recognise thc deeper 
complexities of the problem. as well as ignoring others who 
may be involved or who could perhaps help. 


Those of us who are involved in work of this nature run 
the very real risk of working in splendid isolation, 
Sometimes, sadly. for the most questionable of motives, 


Whether by design or default, we leave gaps - un 
gans- which only serve to increase the frustration and 
per of those we purport to Serve. In both the Private 
and public sectors we are failing to appreciate the Whole 
problem and therefore can only arrive at a partig] Solution, 


acceptable 


The health service says this - but social services say that - 
and. it seems, ne'er the twain shall meet. Meanwhile, k 
charity focuses on one particular aspect of the problem 
vours on another - and again, so il seems, ne'er the wall 
‘shall meet. Each organisation ploughs its own furrow, 
oblivious of the other, shouting fil! or success - whichever 
is thought will have the most beneficial impact on its public 
image and funding lines. 


A cynical view, perhaps. But, let's face it, our own self- 
interest causes us to fail to recognise the whole of the 
problem and the needs of the others. As a result we sim. 
ply add to the sense of disenfranchisement and feelings of 
marginalisation among the client groups, whose interests 
we say we share. 


Sadly, especially in community situations, we know that at 
times this surfaces in most unwelcome ways. 


ecall the violent disturbances on a particular estate 

in Tyneside. Drugs, crime, car theft, vice, juvenile 

delinguency - the tangible evidence of years of 
marginalisation and unsatisfactory responses. In the wake 
of the incident, a host of so-called ‘experts’ were quick to 
propound their pet theories. Church leaders laid the 
blame at the door of poverty, while the Government drew 
strength from the improving unemployment figures, point- 
ing out the vast sums of money that had been ploughed 
into the area. 


Charities, too, joined the fray, vying with each other to pul 
forward ‘telling’ statistics. The media had a field day, and 
the rest of us - well we tut tutted, said a silent prayer of 
thanks that we lived somewhere else, and called on the 
ubiquitous hey to do something about it. 


Still We Fail To Learn The Lesson 


More recently we have witnessed similar occurrences in 
Bradford and in Luton and still we fail to Jearn the lesson - 


Disunity and lack of harmony among the sewice 
providers, whether voluntary and/or statutory, prejudices 
the process of reconciliation and works against the holis- 
uc approach to problems. 


prided resources dilute the potential of securing 
asting solutions. 
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While ac: sat there are always those elements who 
seck to ed... inate potentially violent situations, we must 
ask ourselves what it is that drives ordinary people to take 
to the streets to express their frustrations. Where such 
divisions exist, we only add fuel to the fire if we respond in 
isolation. 


place even greater emphasis on the role of the vol- 

untary sector, particularly in terms of responding to 
needs within our communities. I remain convinced that 
this, linked to the contracting out culture, has led to even 
greater disunity and compartmentalisation - as charities 
seek to secure their funding lines and to attract their own 
slice of media attention. In pandering so overtly to our 
respective funders and our self-interest, we are steadily 
sacrificing our independence and our ability to pioneer 
innovative work. 


T present Government has pursued policies that 


This state of affairs is further worsened by institutions such 
as the National Lottery. Unless we in the voluntary sector 
get our act together we will very quickly become little bet- 

ter than a pseudo version of the welfare state. 


Have We Learned Nothing 


Have we learned nothing? When will we grow up and 
begin to understand that our real strength is in standing 
and working together. The time has surely come when, 
within the sector, we must recognise that the habit of 
responding to problems by independently loading up our 
respective lorries of goodies, and dumping them indiscrim- 
inately in the middle of the problem, is no solution at all. 


We speak of harmony, we talk of working together. 
Sometimes we meet and pretend that this is what we are 
doing. But do we do it when and where it really matters? 


Rising To The Occasion When It Is Too Late 
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We see the same sort of response when it comes to the 
developing world. All the talk is of sustainable develop- 
ment. The realities are somewhat different - too many 
charities working in splendid isolation, each claiming that 
they are making a real difference. But how can they make 
a realistic difference, given the limitations of resources and 
the size of the problem? We only seem to rise to the occa- 
sion when it is too late - when tragedies of gigantic propor- 
tions occur, such as we have seen too often in Africa, Asia 
and now in Europe. 


There is an ancient Chinese proverb which roughly says, 
give a man a fish and you will feed him for a day, give a man 
a line and hook and you will feed him for life. 


To achieve real and lasting results, the principle of partner- 
ship must go beyond ourselves and fully include our client 
groups too. We must also recognise that in any community 
or neighbourhood the problems are very complex. Each 


community is distinctive, as are its problems and joys. 
Each community is vulnerable and the very sensitive bal- 
ances within it can be rapidly destroyed by our own short- 
sightedness and heavy-handedness. If all we do is to apply 
our own pre-determined cures in isolation, we will achieve 
little or nothing. Certainly nothing that is lasting. We in 
the voluntary sector urgently need to get our act together. 
We must do so before we sell our very souls and become 
just another arm of the state machine. If we do not take 
urgent stock, then what we do and how we do it will be out 
of our hands. Charities, large and small, are being drawn, 
like wasps to a jampot, to those areas where statutory 
money and resources seem to be readily available. 


We Must Pool Our Resources and Knowledge 


It is a rather bleaker story, however, for charities like 

'Toc H, where funds and resources are limited. But, by 
pooling our resources and knowledge, by working in har- 
mony and applying a rounder approach to the problems we 
seek to resolve, what a power base could be achieved and 
how much better placed we would be to secure resources. 


But all I hear are the same tired excuses: 
We can't compromise our values or our vision - 
We have our own way of doing things... 


hat nonsense! I am not suggesting that we all 

become the same but that, because of our differ- 

ences, we seek to complement our work, and 
thereby increase our respective credibilities and, ultimately, 
the impact of our work where it really matters. 


The Future of Toc H Depends on This Action 


It is my belief that this must happen for the future of 

Toc H. I see us being involved in multi-lateral partner- 
ships, involving all those who can make a difference - 
voluntary organisations, statutory agencies. employers, 
funders and, most importantly, the people themselves who 
are in the front line. 


In Toc H we are clear that we are here to serve: to work 
with people, not for or against them - to help people 
take charge of their lives and resolve their own prob- 
lems. How else can we create real ownership? How 
else can we reach the root source of the problem? This 
will not be achieved by applying our own pre- 
determined cures, however good in theory they may be. 


Is my vision founded on sand? I think not. What is 
needed is the courage, in the true pioneering spirit of 
the voluntary sector, to take the first steps. 

Mike Lyddiard 
This article was the main substance of the Director's address 
to the Annual General meeting of the Neighbourhood 
Initiative Foundation in Birmingham in late September. It is 


reproduced here because the points expounded are of vital 
importance to the future of our Movement. 
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evening was taken up with reporters either wanting informa- 
tion or arranging photo sessions, and people ringing to say 
good luck. Radio Northampton telephoned, asking for a sec- 
ond interview the following afternoon. | agreed. not knowing 
how I was going to fit it in. The telephone stopped ringing at 
11.30pm. Could those thank you letters to volunteers on the 
Brixworth Countryside for All project wait for a week? No, 
they shouldn't. Sleep at lam, up at 6am to go to the elderly 
people's home where I have been a social worker during the 
university holiday. At 3.30pm I arrived at the studio and 
went straight into the interview without any warm up. When 
I got home. the half hour I had allowed to shower, change 
and lock up the house had shortened to 15 minutes. I arrived 
at the station as the train pulled in. An hour to get from St 
Pancras 10 Waterloo seemed ample. In fact it took an hour 
and three minutes. For the second time 1 only just caught the 
train. If it carried on like this, The Challenge would succeed, 
bul would my nerves survive? 


At Southampton station the support team whisked me off to 
the Training Ship Southampton, where they had been guests 
of the Sea Cadets for two nights and where the press were 
wailing for a photo opportunity. For the photograph they 
lifted me shoulder high. Half an hour later I was looking 
down at them from the top deck of the ferry. Eleven pm and 
The Challenge was under way. The passenger standing next to 
me said ‘Are all those people waving to you ?’, and for the first 
of many times I explained what I was doing and why. 


All I saw of Cherbourg early the following morning was the 
inside of an empty terminal building! It was good to soon be 
back on the ship to Portsmouth with plenty of opportunities 
to talk with people on board. My favourite story of that day 
came from a couple who. 30 years ago, had stopped at a 
garage for petrol for their scooter which had a scripture circle 
sticker on the side. Having filled the tank they found that 
they had left their money at home. The attendant, mistaking 
the Lamp sticker for our logo said. ‘It’s OK, you don't have to 
pay, I see you are in Toc H.' The couple were too stunned to 
reply. 


Following the volunteers’ superb efforts the previous day, in 
completely repainting the Rose Road Charity Shop, and as I 
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had only had 20 minutes sleep that night, we were all grateful 
for a restful afternoon. It started to rain, the wind rose and a 
gale force 8 was forecast for the long crossing to St Malo, so 
the support team headed for Poole and I saw myself off two 


hours later. 


The Bretagne is one of the larger ferries and was surprisingly 
full. I talked to as many passengers as I could. Everyone 
was interested in The Challenge and in Toc H. J didn’t notice 
the ship rolling and. although I felt able to go on, decided at 
] am to try to get some sleep. Sleep came easily. In St Malo 
the next morning I met (wo wonderful ladies from Paris 
Branch: Daphne and Ruth. They had driven from Paris the 
day before and had stayed overnight. It was a pleasure to 
spend time talking with them, but our discussion was inter- 
rupted by a tclephone interview I had to make live on air with 
Radio Southern Counties and by the news that the ferry due to 
take me to Poole had been cancelled. 


The next sailing across the Western Channel was from Caen 
at 4.15am. To cut a long story short, I accepted the Brittany 
Ferries offer to bus me to Caen for the 23.00 sailing to 
Portsmouth and to bus me from there to Poole in the morn- 
ing. I then sat down to work out how the itinerary could be 
rearranged, phoning through to ‘base camp’ in Poole with a 
plan. 


The bus arrived in Caen one hour after sailing time, but the 
ship had been held. Six hours later I was back in Blighty, in 
Portsmouth rather than the scheduled Poole. The coach 
arranged by Brittany Ferries took me from Portsmouth to 
Poole in time to visit the volunteers gardening at elderly peo- 
ples’ flats and to have a quick brunch with stalwart member 
Daphne Godfrey, before going to the terminal for a send off 
by the Mayor. Daphne and my sister Heather Cawley played 
an enormous part in the success of The Challenge. 


Arriving at Cherbourg for the second time, I was due to be 
met at 17.45 by Terry Brown from Germany, who had bravely 
agreed to provide my land transport in France, Belgium and 
Holland. Terry did not arrive until 19.45, due to traffic. I 
Was In a panic, but he eventually arrived and got me to Le 
Havre in good time, then set off back to Poperinge. He must 
have been driving for over 12 hours. 
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The trip back to Portsmouth and the drive to Newhaven were 
both uneventful. There was enough time to repack my bag. 
Newhaven to Dieppe proved to be four hours constantly on 
my feet again, talking. Not only were people interested in 
The Challenge, but I spent a lot of time talking about Toc H 
and two more people gave me their addresses because they 
wanted to get involved with our work with children. 


As I walked down the gangplank at Dieppe, I saw Terry furi- 
ously waving at me and pointing to his left wrist. The mean- 
ing was obvious: we had to get on the road quickly. In the 
car Terry told me that he had timed the journey to Boulogne 
and we had only half a chance of getting there in time. I will 
not record the speed we went but, while my knuckles turned 
white, I think Terry was reliving his motor racing days. On 
reaching Boulogne we roared into the dockside. The Seacat 
was still there, but it was already sailing time. Before the car 
had stopped, I was out and running, display board and camera 
abandoned. Yet again [ had made it by the skin of my teeth. 
The Seacat was hot, stuffy and bobbed about on the water like 
a cork. As we came into the lea of the breakwater, I recog- 
nised the combination of sizes and coat colours of three peo- 
ple on the end of the cob. 


It didn’t take long to reach Dover and the minibus resounded 
to the chorus of ‘White Cliffs’ as we approached the docks. 
The rearranged sequence of crossings extended the time in 
Dover from half an hour to nine hours, but these hours were 
between 6 pm and 3 am when the volunteers needed to wash, 
cook, eat and sleep. After an hour they left me alone to my 
long vigil. There were only hard plastic seats and the cafeteria 
soon closed. I decided to break up the long night by taking an 
earlier sailing at lam. I was the only foot passenger and there 
were few cars. Calais at 3.30am was deserted. No customs, 
nothing except the same hard plastic scats. At 5.30am, 25 
hours awake, I went in search of the truck drivers’ showers 
and, when Terry arrived at 6.15am, I was wearing fresh 
clothes and had an almost-fresh head! 


Dunkerque terminal had not opened when we arrived and my 
only companions for a while were six soldiers in combat dress, 
patrolling the building with automatic rifles at the hip. Turn 
round time at Ramsgate was half an hour, and my instructions 
were to contact the purser on boarding the ferry and arrange 
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to be escorted from ship to ship, without the need to travel to 
the terminal and back for customs and immigration. The 
purser was asleep and would not be on duty until after the 
ferry had docked. I phoned the support team on the mobile, 
to ask them to go into the terminal and warn the staff that I 
would need to rush through their system in order to reach the 
outgoing vessel in time. I made sure I was first down the 
gangplank and was met by a very eíficient lady from the Port 
Authority who took me directly to the jet foil instead of the 
ferry on which I had been booked. I was introduced to the 
captain and crew and shown the cockpit (flight deck?). The 
crossing was smooth. comfortable, very fast. 


Terry was waiting for me as I stepped off in Ostende. There 
was no rush to get to the Hook of Holland as the sailing was 
not until 10pm. We arrived at 4 o'clock to find the terminal 
closed, deserted and in the process of being partially rebuilt. 
It is attached to the railway station. which was eerily quiet. 
We were both reminded of the ghost towns in the old western 
movies. Terry quipped, ‘Hs quiet, too damn quiet’. He had to 
leave me in order to prepare for his own journey to England 
the next day, so I walked around to find somewhere to sit 
down. At 6pm I returned to the still closed terminal. 
Eventually it opened, but had no bureau de change. I had 
only English and Belgian money, so the station cafe could not 
assuage my hunger. 


I boarded the ship as soon as possible. Over the next hour 
and a half, 1006 souls joined me on the ferry. At midnight I 
retired to the reclining seat which had been allocated to me, 
thinking that, aíter 43 hours without sleep, a milking stool 
would have been adeguate. Two hours later I gave up and 
slid to the floor to sleep for a whole three hours the only way 
I could - horizontally! 


Arriving in Harwich on time, I was trying to catch up on shore 
events while walking along with the support team, when we 
were met by the Radio Essex presenter. From the radio car I 
made my sixth broadcast. The interview went out live on the 
prime time breakfast programme and the volunteers listened 
to it on the radio in the minibus. 


Communications were put in motion between P&O and the 
operations manager at Zeebrugge to get me from the P&O 
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ferry to the North Sea Ferries vessel in the limited time avail- 
able. Everything was in hand. so the volunteers set off on the 
long drive up to Hull. My last journey was also 10 Hull, but 
with a detour via Belgium. The transfer was conducted very 
smoothly. 


Finally, back on terra which didn't feel very firma, came 
interview number seven - with Radio Humberside. We all 
visited the Sailors’ Families Society and did some fund-raising 
for them, but at lunchtime I had to give in to an hour's sleep 
in the minibus. The reception in Barton-on-Humber thal 
evening was a wonderful finish to the event. Let me put all 
who attended at the top of the list for drank you's. It is not 
possible to mention everyone who has been involved in Feny 
Challenge ‘95, but I would like to thank all of you through 
Point three. 


My personal awards: 

Best organised: North Sea Ferries. The extent of their support 
was clearly laid out in writing long before the crossing and the 
staff on board werc fully informed. 

Smartest Ships: Brittany Ferries. 

Biggest Overall Contribution to the Challenge: 

Stena Sealink. Four free crossings and permission to collect 
from passengers on all. 

Best Response to a Problem: Sally Line in conjunction with 
the Ramsgate Port Authority. 

My Favourite: P&O - I like to feel I'm on a ship, not a float- 
ing hotel. Booby Prize: Hoverspeed 


Facts and Figures: 

Number of crossings: 14. Time taken: 6 days 9 hours. 
Miles travelled at sea: Approx 1150 nautical miles. 
Hours at sea: 79 hours 30 mins. 

Miles travelled by UK support vehicle: 4016. 

Miles travelled by Continental support vehicle: 1875. 
Speaking about Toc H face-to-face: approx 2000 people. 


Our Sponsors: 

Port of Felixstowe 
Texaco Ltd 

J Sainsbury ple 

P&O European Ferries 
Sally Ferries 


The Routes: 

Southampton - Cherbourg 
Cherbourg - Portsmouth 
Portsmouth - St Malo 
Poole - Cherbourg 

Le Havre - Portsmouth 
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Newhaven - Dieppe 
Boulogne - Folkestone 
Dover - Calais 

Dunkerque - Ramsgate 
Ramsgate - Ostende 

Hook of Holland - Harwich 
Felixstowe - Zecbrugge 
Zeebrugge - Hull 


North Sea Ferries 
Brittany Ferries 
Dolphin Communications 


Sally Simms and Karen Waples, co-leaders of the support 
group for Ferry Challenge ‘95 add: 


After 18 months of planning the challenge, the day finally 
arrived and we wcre on our way to London to collect volun- 
teers from Kings Cross station: Katleen, Sophie, Natalie and 
Bert from Belgium, Alberto from Italy, Kate from Hertford, 
Joanna from Surrey, Richard from Birmingham, and Anne 
from Belfast. 


At Southampton we met John Curtis, who works with the Sea 
Cadets and who had arranged for us to stay at their depot, 
directly opposite the Ferry Terminal. Here we spent Sunday, 
Monday and Tuesday getting to know each other and learn- 
ing the group's strengths and weaknesses. We painted the 
landing, stairs and hallway of the Rose Road Charity Shop in 
Portswood on the Monday and Tuesday - painting ourselves 
into the bargain! This also involved acquiring a 10ft plank to 
balance from the ladder over the balcony, in order to reach 
the top of the 20ft drop of the landing! 


On the Tuesday evening we collected Jim from the station 
and escorted him to thc Sea Cadets for a cup of tea and to 
collect his display board and collecting tin. ready for the first 
leg of his journey. This was an emotional time for all of us, 
because we felt that we were saying goodbye for ever as we 
stood at I 1pm waving the ferry off into the sunset. 


On Wednesday we travelled to Portsmouth, arriving at 10am 
to set up the display boards and balloons to publicise Toc H’s 
birthday and The Challenge. The morning was spent chasing 
newspaper and radio stations and making sure that they were 
aware of our presence. Jim arrived at mid-day and, following 
a live radio interview and an hour spent talking to people, we 
relaxed in Sourhsea for a couple of hours before seeing Jim 


— 


— 


off on the 8.30 p:u ferry to St Malo. As we arrived, the rain 
started to fall and the wind picked up and we wcre informed 
that we were receiving the tail end of Hurricane Iris. 


The journey to Poole involved floods and torrential rain and 
we arrived at Heather's house (Jim's sister), for much appre- 
ciated warmth, hot showers and a home-cooked meal. We 
slept like logs. 


We were just on our way out next morning when we received 
a panicky phone call from Jim, stuck in St Malo because his 
night ferry had been delayed in the Irish Sea and there was 
not another one. However, if he got to Caen that day, he 
could get from Caen to Portsmouth the following day at 
6.45am instead of 6.15 at Poole. After the initial panic we 
made the necessary changes with the ferry companies and 
informed the media about the new schedule. 


The morning was spent at Manor Farm Carriages - a place 
full of memorabilia and working carriages - where our task 
was to clean the insides of the wonderful pieces of history and 
clean all the brass on the old horse-drawn milk float. The 
afternoon involved painting, gardening and cleaning at the 
Poole Sea Cadets HQ. 


Then we were off to meet Daphne Godfrey, the Toc H mem- 
ber who had organised our accommodation at the Quakers 
Hall in Poole for that evening. We had never met such an 
enthusiastic member. 


Day Six was hectic, with Jim arriving in Portsmouth at 6.45am 
and travelling to Poole to be met at the ferry terminal and 
taken to Daphne’s for brunch. Meanwhile the volunteers had 
split into two groups. One helped a lady by clearing away 
thorny bushes and trees in her unruly garden, while the other 
group went to Home Lake House in Parkstone to talk with 
the elderly residents and help weed the flower beds. 


At 11.30am we were at the Ferry Terminal with our Toc H 
balloons joining the Mayor of Poole and local members to 
give Jim a rousing send-off on the 12.30pm ferry. This done, 
we raced to the guayside to grab lunch, put up balloons and 
displays and collected 35 local elderly people for a trip round 
Poole Bay in Harveys Pleasure Boat. 


The time soon passed and we were back on the road again, 
heading towards Portsmouth and a welcome from John Faulls 
and two other branch members who took us to the Methodist 
Church Hall, where we were spending the night. We 
collected Jim at the Portsmouth Ferry Terminal at 6 am on 
Saturday, set off for Newhaven and dropped Jim off at 10.15. 
We spent the rest of the day in Hastings, which included a 
visit to the local hospital to check Joanna's hands, which had 
become swollen from the gardening. We set off for 
Folkestone to collect Jim at 6.10 pm and take him to Dover, 
by which time we were all pretty exhausted. We reluctantly 
abandoned Jim in the terminal and headed off to the Herne 
Bay Scout Hut, where we were welcomed by Anita Scriven 
and her party. 


Bright and early next morning we were heading for Ramsgate, 
to set up our display and do some fundraising. Since everyone 
entering the terminal seemed European it became an adven- 


ture to see who among Bert, Natalie, Sophie, Alberto and 
Katleen could help us out with the language barrier. They 
were marvellous and introduced a lot of people to Toc H. 


We then joined Anita Scriven and Adrian Jennings in 
Maldon, Essex, our hosts for Sunday afternoon and evening. 
Anita had spoken on Radio Essex, appealing for work for us, 
and our challenge for that afternoon was to move a piano! 


We were up early again next day to travel to Harwich to col- 
lect Jim at 7am. We dropped him off at Felixstowe at 1lam 
and then set off for Hull, to be welcomed by the vicar and 
Toc H member Paul Dimoline, at St Mary's Church Hall in 
Barton-on-Humber. A relaxing evening and welcome early 
night put us in good spirits as we travelled to Hull to collect 
Jim from his last ferry at 8am. 


The media wcre again there and the representative from the 
Sailors’ Families Society. He took us to Newland for a talk 
on the work they do for the children of sailors’ families, 
before we ser off to deliver Pub Ouiz cards in and around 
Hull. After miles of walking through wind and rain we felt 
we hadn't done anything really constructive. but learned that 
if the pubs completed the grids it would raise about £750. 
We returned to Barton as guests of the local branch. 


In conclusion, we all felt that not only had we shared a lot of 
things together but that, through all the people we had spo- 
ken to, we had achieved our aim of publicising Toc H in 22 
towns to the best of our ability. We had achieved newspaper 
and radio coverage along the way and we had shared an 80th 
birthday party. lasting 13 days and with 14 completed chal- 
lenges, that none of us will ever forget. 


Our feelings are summed up by one of our volunteers: 


A Challenge for Myself 


I sit alone and frightened 
Confusion in my mind 

Not knowing how to handle 
The feelings that I'd find 
And in my insecurity 

Waves breaking through the 
tide 

I tried to hibernate away 
And lock the pain inside 


And then I saw a Project 

I'd want so much to do 

But could I overcome this fear 
Of breaking shyness through 
A challenge to raise money 

A challenge to promote 

And more than that, to save 
this mind 

Which will not keep afloat 


To mix myself with others 

To give myself some worth 

To overcome self hatred 
Which stops me treading earth 
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And no, it wasn't easy 
To reach out in a team 
I hate myself completely 
Have liule self esteem 


Yet in that week of laughter 

I found I could be free 
Glimpsing out the person 
Who holds the real me 

A week of fun and working 

A week of force and gales 
Jumping up to start again 
When plans for one thing fails 


A droplet in the ocean 

Of something that had 
meaning 

A reason to continue 
Behind the painful screening 
From port to port along the 
coast 

The art of selfless giving 

A Toc H strength which 
offered hope 

Behind this task of living 
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want to tell you a story, fact not fiction, 

about a family at war. The family is my 

mother’s, the Mole family from Charlecote, 
Warwickshire; the war was the Great War, and 
the headline, ‘Third of Five Soldier Brothers 
Killed in Action’, is a newspaper cutting of 
August 1916 from the Stratford-upon-Avon 
Herald. Sadly, it records the death of my great 
uncle, Private Arthur Mole, who was married and 
lived in Coventry. Fortunately the remaining 
two brothers did survive the war, one of whom, 
Albert Mole, my grandfather, was to become the 
chief water engineer for Stratford-upon-Avon: I 
never met him. 


There is nothing worse than a story which starts 
at the end and works backwards, but forgive me 
as this is how it has unfolded to me through a 
series of eerie coincidences which have been a 
feature of my life. I joined the Royal Air Force 
in 1961, and while interested in military history 
in general, it was to take an appointment at the 
NATO HQ in Brussels - which ended three 
years ago - to trigger my fascination for the 
Great War, specifically the Western Front - under 
two hours drive from Brussels. My interest 
started, like so many, in an organized tour of the 
Ypres Salient, and I well recall our guide point- 
ing out, en-route to Talbot House, the Old 
Military Cemetery in Poperinge. Later we passed 
Prowse Point Cemetery at Ploegsteert Wood 
which, it was explained, was one of the few 
cemeteries named after people, specifically Brig 


Gen CB Prowse, GOC 11th Infantry Brigade, 
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who was killed at Serre on the Somme on 1 July 
1916. The family significance of these two ceme- 
teries was unbeknown to me at the time. 


ot long after my first visit I received a 

telephone call in Brussels from a man 

who purported to be my cousin, David 
Mole, son of Flying Officer Jack Mole, my 
mother's eldest brother, who had been killed in 
December 1944 in a mid-air collision between 
two Halifax aircraft over the Ardennes. At the 
time David was a week old and his father had 
changed the flying roster so he could be home 
for Christmas and see his son: he never did. We 
had never met and, indeed, I knew noc of his 
existence, but he was genuine! When his father 
was killed his mother moved from Stratford- 
upon-Avon to Darlington and he grew up with- 
out ever meeting the rest of the family. 
Howcver, 45 years later he began to trace the 
family, and soon had been pointed in my direc- 
tion, in view of my RAF connections, and his 
wish to visit his father's grave just across the 
Belgian border in France. 


A few months later I met David at Brussels air- 
port and took him home to meet my family. As 
he entered the lounge he stopped abruptly and 
pointed ar an oil painting I had bought three 
years previously through a friend in Oxford. 
David said, ‘That painting is by Charles Broom, 
and I sold it at auction in 1975 in Darlington!” 
Indeed it was, and he later produced the auction 
catalogue as proof! Where had it been for 15 yrs? 


Wing Commander Roger Griffiths 


his was to be the first of many coincidences 

we shared, which ultimately led David to 

meeting not only the Frenchman who had 
found his father’s body in the Ardennes, but also 
the pilot of the other aircraft - the sole survivor 
from both aircraft - who now lives in Canada: this 
is a story in itself which I will tell another time. 
During his visit he mentioned that he had traced 
the family back two generations so far, and pro- 
duced a copy of the cutting from the Stratford- 
upon-Avon Herald. This was exciting news, and a 
letter to the Commonwealth War Graves 
Commission in Maidenhead soon gave us the 
information we needed. First we were informed 
that Sgt Herbert Mole, 1st Queens Regiment, had 
died on 27 October 1914 and was buried in 
Poperinge Old Military Cemetery. Second, that 
Cpl Benjamin Mole, 1st Battalion Royal 
Warwickshire Regiment had been killed on 10 
December 1914 and was buried in Prowse Point 
Cemetery; and that Private Arthur Mole, again 
ist Battalion Queens Regiment, had been killed on 
28 August 1916 and was buried at Heilly Station 
Cemetery, to the rear of Albert. This news left me 
with mixed emotions. 


I was delighted that we bad traced all three 
brothers to marked graves, particularly since a 
third of all fallen soldiers have no known grave, 
but at the same time I felt deep remorse for the 
Mole family, who had lost two sons before the 
first Christmas 1914 - when many had thought 
the war would be over. 


These events proved to be a powerful catalyst to 
me to join the family of TOC H, and to learn 
more about the Great War from the numerous 
visits I have paid over the past six years to both 
the Somme and Ypres. I have tried to piece 
together the events leading up to the death of the 
three great uncles, learn about the most signifi- 
cant places and actions of the war, as well as 
develop a detailed knowledge of the geography of 
the Western Front. As a member of TOC H, 

I have escorted two visits by the Cambridge 
Branch to both the Somme and the Salient, as 
well as undertaking family research into fallen 
soldiers. Last year I had the pleasure of taking a 
family friend to the Somme, where we had traced 
the grave of his great uncle, Cpl Benjamin Prior, 
8th Bedfordshire Regiment, to Guillemont 
Cemetery. He was killed on 15 September 1916 
during the attack on Ginchy, and later we walked 
the ground over which the regiment fought. For 
me, though, the most moving and evocative 
experience still, is to witness the Last Post cere- 
mony at the Menin Gate - which makes a fitting 
conclusion to any visit to the Salient, particularly 
on acold winter’s night. 


retire next Summer from the RAF, and for me 
retirement will provide the opportunity to fol- 
low my hobbies and interests rather than get 
another job! To that end, I would like to concen- 
trate on taking small parties, perhaps up to 12 
people, formed by TOC H branches, families or 
friends, on Western Front visits. This is an ideal 
size of party, as I believe it important to personal- 
ize each tour and, if appropriate, visit the graves of 
relatives: I can help in the research if necessary. I 
can offer a door to door service, using TOC H 
minibuses where possible to defray costs, and 
would plan to use the comforts of Talbot House 
for accommodation, though I have recently vetted 
an excellent hostelry on the Somme which is per- 
fect for an overnight stay. This way I believe I 
can keep the memory of the Mole family alive, as 
well as offer others the opportunity to visit and 
learn about this fascinating area which is rich in 
military history, and where the Brits are still very 
welcome! 
Please see my advertisement on the back page if yout 
are interested, and do get in touch. 
Roger H Griffiths 
TOC H, Cambridge Branch 
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Branch News 


Welcome to 9 new members in November 


Clarence Hodges Buckingham 
Ivy Olletr Chalfont 

Sara Huggard Central Branch 
Catherine Stewart Denny 

Albert Johnston Harpenden 
Evelyn Shaw Kempston 


Shelagh Dufly 
Toby Ellis 


Jean Williams 


S Region Project Branch 
S Region Project Branch 
Station 


Elin O ab 
Notts and Derbyshire members held their 80th anniversary 
Thanksgiving and Rededication service in September at 
St Mary's Church, High Pavement, Nottingham, where 
Bishop Neville Talbot was vicar from 1933-1943. The Revd 
Sue Cronming conducted the official service, and spoke about 
bow Toc H changes people's lives. Refreshments included a 


i| 
| 
| 


The village ball at Kington Langley, near Chippenham, was 
the venue for a get-together of the Chippenham, Newbury 
and Swindon District in September. Toc H Chairman Mary 
Edwards came from Bristol to talk about her confidence in the 
future of Toc H, despite our present financial problems. Mary 
is seen talking to George Davis of Newbury Branch, who is 
now well on the mend following his recent illness. 


Tony Cock writes from Hythe, Kent, iv taank all mem 
bers who save stamps for him. He has recently sent a 
cheque for £55, which is a valuable contribution to the 


Family Purse. 


Broadland District celebrated the 80th birthday with a festival 
at Gorleston-on-Sea. Following the service at St Andrew's 
Church, a special cake was cut by Phyllis and ‘Cabby’ Bowyer, 
who between them can boast 113 yrs of Toc H membership! 
~~ News from Skelmorlie & Wemyss Bay. 
George McKelvie, a member of the new Toc H Action 
Together for Stroove Group reports that he and fellow 
members Jim Sutherland and Paul Cathcart will be joining 
a team from Project Stephen on 29 October, taking a 40ft 
container, a 7-ton truck and two minibuses over to the 
Romanian village of Simian. The team will include an 
expert in irrigation and medical advisers. They will be tak- 
ing medical supplies and essential school equipment and 
will buy a tractor in Romania for the use of the village. 


A new Toc H volunteer, Lorna Blair, from Ayrshire has 
also recently visited Skelmorlie. She joined a project at 
Stroove House, where Toc H member John Cathcart is 
Warden. (John and his wife Ann went on a reconnaissance 
visit to Romania in August with Project Stephen, and son 
Paul is part of the October team). Lorna helped with 
scraping walls, painting and gardening, and was particularly 
impressed by the Share the Peace service for VJ Day and 
the success of the project: ‘We came from different places, 
with different backgrounds and a wide age range. I thor- 
oughly enjoyed talking to people who had different per- 
spectives and experiences and, at the end of a fun-filled 
and paint-stained week, my new friends and I tearfully said 
our farewells. We have agreed to meet again and form a 
support group doing more work in the community.’ 


Charlton Branch members celebrate 80 years of Toc H and 
50 years of Peace at St Mary's Church, Woolwich, joined by 
Harold Naylor and John Driver of Lee Branch and three 
Japanese guests. Enid Webb writes ‘We really felt there was 
forgiveness and reconciliation on both sides’. 


High cn Ferrers Women’s Branch were joined by 100 
guests tO celebrate 80 years with an evening of song, by 
the Milton Keynes Barber Shop Chorus. Guests included 
the Mayor and Mayoress of Higham Ferrers and District 
branches. * An Open Day was held in the home of Joyce 
Bailey - a memorable day which began at 10 am and fin- 
ished at 8 pm! Friends of Toc H came from far and wide 
and a good sum was raised for the Family Purse. * Branch 
members, Rhoda and Dorothy, took part in a community 
play about Elizabethan Higham Ferrers and felt ‘that it was 
the best thing we had done for years; particularly getting 
to know so many young people from the town’. 


Joan Nicholas, Chairman of Wolverhampton Branch, 
reports that their deeply appreciated VJ Day Vigil, led by 
the Rector of Wolverhampton, at St Peter's Collegiate 
Church, was attended by over 100 people. Rose Radford 
spoke about Toc H and at 12 noon the two Toc H lamps 
and the Candle of Reconciliation were lit. Extracts from 
Lord Owen’s speech were read and a poem written bya 
refugee, Love Thy Adversary, was recited by a member. 
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The Denny Toc H Handicapped Club enjoyed an outing to 
Lanark Loch, while on holiday at Biggar. 
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Ŵr d 
Greenbank Branch members at their hugely successful’ 80th 
birthday celebration. Note the globe with candles around tt. 
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Toc H Burraton Branch celebrate 80 years at a Garden Party 
for guests and members. £135 was raised for Toc H funds. 
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The new Stockport Bran Cy Camp 
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The new South East Region minibus, fitted to take two 
wheelchairs at the back - with the aid of ramps. 


Highlight of the Bucks Friendship Circles holiday at Talbot 
House was a social evening as guests of Poperinge Branch, 

when 30 people crowded into the dining room area for songs 
- accompanied by Jeanne Batteau Oreel at the famous piano. 


Mee! a nd 
Jobn Burgess reports that, at the AGM of the Talbot House 
Association on 23 September, the official opening of the 
Lahaye Room on the second floor took place. All the rooms 
now have a name and the Archives Room will be the next 
room to be completed during the refurbishments. 


Recent conservation work by 
children involved in the Essex 
Farm Project, pioneered by Jun 
Louargte of the Belgian Assocn 
of Talbot House, commemorat- 
ed poet John McCrae, who 
wrote ‘In Flanders Field’, and 
his work as a doctor at this 
memorable site. 
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Your Help in Saving Toc H 

Thank you. Thank you, thank you, thank you - thank you 
to all those members, branches and indeed friends who have 
responded so positively to Toc H’s current predicament. 


As a result of articles in this magazine, face-to-face brief- 
ings, and other general communications, it is clear that, in 
Army terms, the message has been received and under- 
stood. On behalf of all those who have the onerous task 
of guiding our ship through these difficult waters, I express 
heartfelt and profound thanks to those of you who have 
responded so positively by supporting us through prayer, 
offers of help and cash donations. 

Mike Lyddiard 

Wendover 

Bosnians at Lindridge 
In August I took a group of Bosnian refugees to Lindridge 
House for a very successful weekend. The group com- 
prised of 15 people from the West Midlands, Bosnian 
single-mothers, their children and several volunteers. 


I work for the Red Cross West Midlands Branch as 
Refugee Support Coordinator. The majority of my work is 
with some of the 600 Bosnians here in the West Midlands. 
They came here between six months and two years ago and 
all are now resettling in the community. With limited 
financial means, holidays are virtually out of the question 
unless outside support is available. The pressure on single 
mothers from any background is great and, for refugees in 
this position, life is by no means easy. 


Many of the Bosnians here came from rural areas. When 
we arrived at Lindridge several of them said how much it 
reminded them of home. The children loved the grounds, 
and certainly made the most of the open spaces and the 
friendly animals, including goat, chickens, guinea pig and 
parrot! 


We appreciated the warm welcome from the warden, David 
Ruddy, and were grateful for his help and advice. One of 
the Bosnian ladies suggested a house swap between her flat 
on the edge of Birmingham and Lindridge. She said that 
the 400-vear-old building reminded her of home. The next 
morning she announced that she had had the best night’s 
sleep since arriving in the country last year. 


With Lindridge as our base we explored parts of Devon. 
Our programme included visits to a local farm where the 
children were able to ride horses and sit on cows, an after- 
noon at the beach, a trip to Torquay at night to see the illu- 
minations and a visit to a miniature railway centre. We 
were amazed at the amount of Jocal places of interest to 
visit, and inevitably wished we had more ume. 


We used the self-catering facilities at Lindridge, which 
proved readily adaptable to Bosnian cuisine. We enjoyed 
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i itta’ ie turda ight. 
Bosnian ‘pitta’ or pie on Saturday night 


J hope to return to Lindridge with a second group. The 
visit was a great success. The only sadness was returning 
home on Sunday evening and sceing the long faces as we 
said our goodbyes. I am very grateful to Toc H for making 
such a resource as Lindridge available to us. Tt fitted the 
bill perfectly. i 
Bronwen Mitchell 
West Midlands 


A Role For Toc H 
] have long felt that a promising field of development for 


Toc H is yet to be systematically explored. 


Today we are witnessing an ever-increasing softening of the 
hard outlines between the denominations which divide the 
church. Toc H has undoubtedly played a significant part in 
this process. I read its message to that wider church as 


something like this: 


We offer you a field of activity in which all Christians can 
find scope in putting their faith into practical action, without 
denominational difference. Toc H has bad a long experience 
in drawing together men and women, young and old, in the 
adventure of setting forward God’s Kingdom in human hearts 
and wills. Can we be of service to you? 


To begin with I suggest that approaches should be made 
region by region to the local church leaders, to acguaint 
them with what Toc H is and does and to represent the 
Movement as offering itself as a ‘handmaid to the wider 
church’ and, accordingly, give point and definition to a 
process which I see as already well under way. 


Here is a boat we should not miss. 
Hugh Potts 
Gloucester 


St Clement Danes 

I would like to congratulate you all on the very moving 
Service of Thanksgiving and Re-dedication held at St 
Clement Danes Church on 30 September. The theme of 
the Toc H Compass was well done and must have made us 
all renew our promises of service, being the rent we pay for 
our room on earth. The address by Rabbi David Freeman 
was most enlightening, as was his wife's article on 
Reconciliation in the September issue of Point three. 


With the Share the Peace vigils fresh in our minds - and the 
tribute to Tubby Clayton on page three of November’s 
Point three to jolt our memory about our history and 
achievements - leu us go forward with the faith which 
Tubby had to accept this change in the way people think 
today and may I quote from the Blessing at the end of the 
service: Go out into the World. Carry with you God's love 
in your heart, and share it with all people. 


Thank you once again. 
Percy Cheshire 
Southampton 


An 80th Birthday Gift 
| £ 
‘Che 80th birthday of Toc H falls on Monday 11 December. z LE 


Toc H is no exception. We recently said Thank You to God 


Church and it therefore seems logical to now wish Toc H 
We would like every member to consider this reguest for 


Perhaps you would consider the following suggestions, 
Send £1 for every year of Toc H = £80. 


very useful birthday present for the Movement. 


Please send your personal gifts to Chairman Mary Edwards, or to me, the Vice Chairman, at Headquarters in time to 


ay on 11 ] Chegues should be made payable to Toc H. We hope to be able to 
announce the result of this giving in the first issue of Point three in 1996 


celebrate our 80th birthday on 11 Decembor. 


ensure that Toc H celebrates its centenary in the year 2015, 


We regret to announce the death of 
the following members: 


June Enid Cooper Hatfield 
August Gladys Burt Warwickshire District 
Bertha Griffiths Bargoed 
Lilian Lord Late Newport 
Hazel Thomas Camborne 
Donald Webster Sandown/Shanklin 
September Rodney Chard Nailsea 


Ivy Redfern 

‘Ken’ Spurge 
Not previously recorded 

George Grimble Late Cromer 


Long Eaton 
Nottingham City 


Louisa Michaels, the first woman member of Toc H India 
and now living in Sweden, sadly died on 6 October. Many 
will remember meeting and talking with Louisa at the ser- 
vice at St Clement Danes and the reception at the Merchant 
Centre in September. 


Nottingham City Joint Branch has been saddened by the 
recent deaths of two of their longest serving members, a 
marvellous and unique husband and wife team, Ken and 
Betty Spurge. Betty, our secretary, died very suddenly from 
a heart attack after visiting Ken who was in hospital with a 
broken thigh. Sadly, with other complications, Ken did not 
recover and died six weeks later, on 6 September. Both of 
them had been stalwart members of Toc H for many years, 
serving the Movement in every office available, including 
being Central Councillors and sitting on Regional, Area and 
District Committees, as well as participating fully within the 
Branch. Betty, in our view as good a secretary as it was pos- 
sible to have, was still organising events up to the day before 
her death. Caring and competent efficiency, all done quietly 
with the least possible fuss were her style, while Ken served 
for many years as the most meticulous and careful Area 
Treasurer, always right on top of his responsibilities as he 
was in every office he held. Betty and Ken were greatly 
loved by all who knew them, both within the wider family in 
Toc H and in the other organisations and the church to 
which they belonged. All one can say is that their achicve- 
ments were a standard by which we can judge ourselves and 
they will be sadly missed. BP 


for our wonderful Movement at St Clement Danes 
a happy birthday by sending it a present! 
a tangible token of their gratitude to Toc H. 


either individually or as groups: 
Send £80 for every year of Toc H = £6,400. 

Send so much per year for the length of your membership of Toc H: Even if 
year of Toc H) it would make a difference. In fact if every member sent 80p 


ghtieth birthdays in a human life are very special and 


you just sent 80p (1p per year for each 
it would total £3,200, which would be a 


and that this result will indicate our pledge to 
Helen James 


Camborne Cornwall Joint Branch have lost a founder mem- 
ber with the passing of Hazel Thomas. Hazel devoted her 
life to the care of her parents, looking after them till their 
deaths. She also found great joy and fulfilment working for 
Save the Children, Muscular Dystrophy and the RIB. A tal- 
ented gardener and needlewoman, her plants and articles 
were often sold in aid of her charity work and for Toc H 
Branch funds. She will be greatly missed by us all. DJ 
It is with deep sadness that Sandown/Shanklin Joint Branch 
have to announce the death of Don Webster on 9 August 
after a long illness, borne with great courage. Originally 
with Perry Bar and Sandwell Branches, he and his wife came 
to the Island in 1970 and Don was the rock on which the 
branch prospered. Over the years he held the posts of . 
Jobmaster and Chairman and was a true Toc H member 
through and through. We will always remember Don and 
feel blessed to have known him. LB 
It is with much sorrow that we of Bargoed Branch announce 
the death on 16 August of Bertha Griffiths, at the age of 85. 
A faithful and giving member, we will miss her greatly. 

VC 
It is with much sadness and regret that we report the sudden 
death of Ivy Redfern, of Long Eaton Joint Branch. [vy was 
a popular member with her ready smile and cheerful person- 
ality and, although chair-ridden and often in great pain, she 
was always ready to help as much as possible, her delicious 
cakes being legendary at all our charity stalls and social 
functions. It was a privilege to know her and she will be 
greatly missed. GC 
John Gilbert, who died in May, was a member of Gloucester 
Joint Branch and a man of very high principles. He never 
missed an opportunity to tell people about Toc H and when 
he visited another town he tried to find when and where the 
local branch met. He represented Toc H on several local 
committees. The Branch is much the poorer for his passing, 
and we will always remember him. DS 


Gladys Burt died on 1 August at her home in Banbury after 
a long illness. In her late 80s, Gladys had been a member of 
Warwickshire District Branch for several years and we give 

thanks for her life and courage. 
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1915 - 1995 
Bringing people together for 80 years 


In a year of celebration, a visit to Talbot House, Poperinge 
to celebrate World Chain of Light. 
In a year of commemoration, an o PR) to explore 
peace and reconciliation in the heart of the 
Flanders Fields. 


Led by Adrian Dudman and Alan Johnson 
From Saturday 9 to Wednesday 13 December incl. 
Cost - approx. £150 
To book your place, please send a deposit of £50 


(payable to Toc H) to Revd Alan Johnson, Toc H, 
1 Forest Close, Wendover, Bucks HP22 6BT 


Coach Trip to Talbot House, Poperinge 
2-7 May 1996 


Jack and Pat Turner are running a trip to Talbot 
House and invite you to join them. 
Cost approx. £210 


For further details please contact: 
Jack and Pat Turner, 60 Hall End Road, Wootton, 
Beds MK43 9HP 
Tel: 01234 768410 


Toc H Carol Service at 
All Hallows Church 
Saturday 16 December at 2.30 pm 
For further details please contact: 
Connie Pring, 39 Princes Plain, 
Bromley Common, Kent BR2 8LH 
Tel: 0181 462 8164 (after 7 pm) 


Order your Toc H 1996 Diary now! 
Outstandingly good value at only £1.50 (incl p&p). 
Attractive slimline design; a deep sky blue with ribbon. 
Available from HQ, or order copies for collection at Council. 


Did you know that the tax man will 
increase your financial gift to Toc H by 
33% if you sign a Deed of Covenant 
form. If you give £30 a year (£120 for 
a four year Covenant) then Toc H can 
reclaim from the Inland Revenue an 

additional £39.60 in total. 


For more information about covenanting 
please contact Mike Lyddiard at 
Headguarters. 


Ee Poppy Field Tours 


Battlefield Tours of the Western Front 


* 


e Guided tours of the Major Battlefields of the Western Front 


I can offer: 


e Personal Pilgrimages 
e Family Research 


e Bespoke Tour Design to Your Needs | Wg Cdr Roger Griffiths RAF 


20 Beech Avenue 


e Door to Door Service 
Great Stukeley 


Huntingdon 
Cambs PE17 SAX 
Tel: 01480 454856 


Small Parties Preferred 


The Friends of Alison House 
invite you to 
An Introduction to Crafts 
25-28 March 1996 


An opportunity to try your hand at something 
new! 
For further information please contact Bill Pepper: 
01629 822316 


Old Postcards Wanted 
British pre-war postcards: 
Street scenes, ships, children’s cards, trains, 
cats, aeroplanes, etc. 
NOT: churches, foreign or old buildings and 
country views. 


Details and price to: John Harding, 
19 Chessel Avenue, Bournemouth, BH5 ILO 


Wanted - Old Gardening Tools 


Our camp-site at Rickmansworth has great poten- 
tial for weekend projects, but we desperately need 
gardening tools in order to tidy the place up a bit. 
Do you have a garage full of tools that you never 
use? Then please consider donating them to a good 
home! We could collect tools as necessary, but if 
you can deliver them to us at the site on Saturday 
11 November that would be most appreciated. 
You would be most welcome to join us for a 
barbecue and bonfire afterwards. 


If you can help then please give Nick Howden a 
ring on 01684 564895 (after 7 pm) 
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